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Our Prince of Cricket Redivivus. 
RANJITSINHSI. 


’'T1s with a stirring sound of welcome, 
That Sussex greets her Prince of hearts! 
He left our shores; a gloom had settled, 
While far away in foreign parts. 
Now Sussex—team press hopeful onward, 
Our Prince of Cricket to the fore ; 
The rallying cry is ‘‘ Ranjitsinhji! ”’ 
So ‘‘ goit Ranji! ’’—as of yore. 
For all his sinews steel-like being, 
He gives his sharp cut ringing click, 
We all know well then who is playing, 
lt is our “ Ranji’s”’ loud, and quick. 
A cut, a drive, and soon a leg hit ! 
They score him two, then four, then three ; 
His century’s compiled so rapid 
By his resistless energy. 
His eye so quick, his hand so ready, | 
And his great pluck and daring play 
Have made, indeed, Prince Ranjitsinbji 
The foremost batsman of his day. 
Then Sussex—team with cheers go forward, 
And thousands shout with deaf’ning roar 








The Three Powers. 


THREE delegates sailed to that Isle in the west, 

In the far south-west where the sun goes down— 
Each thought on the nation he loved the best, 

As a Minister should when he dreads a frown. 


For Commissions must work when small islands weep, 
And peace must be kept for war isn’t cheap, 
Though Samoa is fighting and groaning. 


Now Kaiser and John and Jonathan, too, 

Must trim their lamps ere the sun goes down, 
And look out for squalls and political stew 

On that Island fair, if they want renown. 


For Commissions must work when small islands weep, 
And a restive babe must be rocked to sleep 
To save a national moaning. 


So we'll hope that they'll peaceably soon shake hands, 
In the morning gleam when the row's put down, 
And the Powers three joined in triple bands 
Will keep their honour with never a frown. 


For Commissions must work when small islands weep 
In spite of the Press they the peace will keep, 
And stop Samoan groaning. 




















A welcome to our Prince of Cricket 7 ee tm ; 
And “ go it Ranji’’! as of yore. The Flowers of Spring. 
Wilburv I Hove (late West Brighto Jane H. OsKLer. I sinc of the Spring and its beautiful flowers— 
ilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). Made mostly of linen and paper— 
= What Nature denies us, may yet still be ours, 
Puppyhood. It we look for our Spring—to the draper. 
A BABY puppy is a joy for ever, My lov’d one has violets weeks ere they bloom, 
Sweet are its gambols—wild its awkward rushes— To deck out her hat or her bonnet, 
Groggy its legs, and tail most independent, And the fibre-grown grass is so green in her room, 
It recks not of the days of careful doghood, And the dewdrops of gum rest upon it. 
Of wars with scratching cats, and hideous missles Oh ! heathier by far is the milliner’s heath, 
Aimed by relentless boys, born but for mischief; And palmier the palm of the draper, 
Prim maiden aunts adore it—-praise its beauty, Who'd guess there were sawdust and fibre beneath ? 
And giddy girls, —— “= nana 7 Or think they were linen and paper ? 
And breathe soft nothings in its fluffy ears, : , 
In moments snatched from chocolate drops and novels. “— _ ns ry ae with three, 
ap sadness pytey dull. peony oe agi For eightpence three farthings or nine-three you see, 
Intent on business and unlimited bones— We se Nature's meaty at defiance. 
He learns the affection known a “ cupboard love,” Oh! list then, ye fair ones, the song that I sing, 
And careless happy gambols charm no more— Accept Nature now as we shape her! 
Unless perchance our pup a mother be, I ought to be writing an ode to the Spring, 
And sees its youth renewed in six wild puppies. But most of it’s owed to the draper. 
— 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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A LESSON IN FRENCH. 


Mixed Bathing. 


[** Mixed bathing will be permitted at 
Yarmouth and Gorleston during the 
coming season. The Town Council, at 
its April meeting, decided without a 
division to allow it.”— Vide Weekly 
Paper.] 

THE sexes need not go to France 

To gambol in the sea, 

In England they will have the chance 

To bathe in company. 


The bare idea seems rather bold 
(We’re getting on, I ween !), 

Though proper costumes will enfold 
Tall, short, and fat, and lean ! 


Love making will take place, no doubt, 
Though when one’s seized with cramp, 
And in water can’t move about, 
It's apt one’s love to “damp”! 


Our Continental neighbours think 
Our pleasures sad and grim, 

But now they’ll own, with a sly wink, 
That England’s “in the swim’”’! 





Penny Ices Vindicated. 
[ Vide Dr. Hamer’s report to the London 
County Council.] 


IcE creams and water ices 
Are sold at different prices 
Which vary from a shilling to a penny, 
But clever Dr. Hamer 
Who’s certainly no crammer, 





Nora.—*“* What's the meaning of ‘ hors de combat,’ Freddy ?”’ 
Freddy.—** Horse de combat? Oh—er—that’s French for ‘ war horse,’ you know.” 


Declares the cheapest are as good as 
any. 


They all have some bacillus 
But not the sort to kill us, 
Tho’ we may suffer pangs of indigestion. 
Bacillus butyricus, 
With terror used to strike us 
Until we heard its powers called in ques- 
tion. 


The ices on the barrow 
Our feelings will not harrow, 
Altho’ their composition is mysterious, 
But think of it, great Gunter! 
This Hamer, ice-cream hunter, 
Considers ‘‘ high-class ices deleterious.” 











A Bad Omen. 


(Mr. Walter Long will be the chair- 
man of the Select Committee on the 
Old Age Pensions Bill.} 

THE name is not a happy one, 

Although the man is right enough; 
Discussion on the matter has, 

We rather think, been long enough ! 
































The Descent of Man. 
A HUSBAND'S LAMENT. 


[The ag elections, which recently took place in several 
rts of the United States, furnished some remarkable results. 
e women at Beattie, in Kansas, have a mayor and council, with- 

out exception, of their own sex.— Weekly Paper.) 


My wife is Mayor of Tootle. Here’s a pretty how-de-do! 

Her sisters and her female friends have swamped the council too. 
They said at the elections we should find them hard to beat ; 
And now they've gone and ousted us from every single seat. 





My ma-in-law is colonel of the Tootle Volunteers: 
You ought to see the uniform in which she now appears ! 
They say she is a martinette: alas! she well may be 


t’s just what I expected from the way she treat 














Our housemaid is the captain of the local Fire Brigade ; 

She goes to work at eight o’clock, before the beds are made ; 
Our cook is now the Beadle, and my manly-minded niece 
Has taken on the duties of Inspector of Police. 


The governess has left us in the lurch; she couldn’t stay 
Because her work as Registrar employed her all the day. 
The washerwoman’s gone on strike, she’s given up the tub, 
And figures as the president of our Debating Club. 


Of course, my wife is busy with municipal affairs; 

So I'm obliged to wash the plates, and cook, and sweep the stairs ; 
I black the boots, and light the fires, and answer all the bells, 
While Mayory Ann is lunching out with all the civic swells. 


Man, as the poet truly says, wants little here below; 
But still he doesn't like to see the women boss the show ; 
And if the next election gives the ladies all the votes, 
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Pot-Pourri. 
“THE™Gay Lord, Quex” [and ‘Robes- 


pierre,” 

My “ Chums,” I met one day, 
With “ Carnac Sahib,” who looked severe. 

It was ‘The Only Way” 
To stop a “ Tyranny of Tears” 

Which caused him much distress, 
“The Cuckoo,” all through it appears 

** Cupid and the Princess.” 


‘‘ A Little Ray of Sunshine ” he 
Thought, not too much to ask, 

‘¢ A Woman’s Love ”’ alone could free 
‘¢The Man in the Iron Mask”’; 

Tho’ ‘*‘ Wine and Women,” “ On and Off,”’ 
May have attracted him, 

At ‘A Court Scandal”’’ he would scoff 
Henceforth ‘‘ For Love of Prim.” 


No § ‘Greek Slave” he, “The Lucky 
Star,”’ 
{[Shone forth so bright and plain 
No “ Runaway Girl”’ now should mar 
“The Manceuvres of Jane.” 





“The Belle of New York” may pretend | 
= ** Sweet Lavender ”’ is cute, 
It mattered not, he wished to mend, | 
g: ‘‘ The Rift Within the Lute.” | 








“Wet Paint.” 


(A SPRING, MISERY.) 


THERE is paint, as you will find, 
On each wall, and on each door; 
You will back in it behind, 
You will run in it before ; 
There is paint on ev’ry side, 
It is glist’ning all around, 
Though most carefully you glide, 
To brush against it you’re bound ! 


Of ‘‘ wet paint,’’ they say, ‘‘ Beware!” 
But it’s very certain that, 

Though you take the greatest care, 
It will daub your Sunday hat ; 

For the paint is always wet, 
And it doesn’t mean to dry 

Till a tidy lump you get 
On the suit you’ve scraped to buy ! 





You can smell it in the street, 
You can smell it in the house, 

You will kick it with your feet, 
And your garments it will souse. 

When a ladder ’neath you go, 





With a rush that is too late, 
For the painter yells ‘‘ Below!” 
After his pot strikes your pate ! 
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BUDGET GROWLS. 


Company Promoter (to Tobacco Trader).—‘ Ah! if they’d only taxed you a bit more, it 
wouldn’t so much have mattered, for your business all ends in smoke! "’ 
Tobacco Trader.—‘‘ By Jove! and that’s generally the end of yours!” 

















Village Education. 


SEVERAL letters have recently appeared in the Standard com- 


B.—*I suppose you mean ‘teach’ me? What a vulgar old man 
you are!” 

F.—‘‘ I'll put this stick into you in half-a-minute.” 

B.— Assault me! You dare not doit. You must not take the 











plaining that children in country parishes are over-educated and 
unfitted for honest work. Is this the sort of thing we are to 
expect :— 24%: 

Farmer.—‘' Hullo, you there!” 

Boy.—“ Are you addressing me ?”’ 

F.—“ I'll give you a thundering good dressing if you don’t get 
off my land.” 

B.—“ I beg your pardon.” 

F.—* I say, do you know who this land belongs to? ” 

“B.—* Your grammar is very defective. You should say ‘to 
whom.’ ” 

F.—“I shallzsay something you don’t like, if you don’t hook it 
pretty smart.” 
» B.—‘ Hook it! What a vulgar expression! What does it mean?” 

”.— ‘* I'll soon learn you what it means.” 





law into your own hands.”’ 
doaege™ If I take you into my own hands you won’t forget it in a 
h A, 

"Bo Possibly not. I have an excellent memory, 
aware that if you assault me, you will beliable to a 
ment ?”’ 

F.—* I don’t care a d—n about——”’ 

B.—* Oh, how shocking! How profane! You make me blush.” 

F.—* I'll make you blush at the other end afore I’ve done with 
you. (Grabs boy and thrashes him soundly.) Now get out, you 
conceited young varmint, and tell your father that if I hear any- 
thing about an assault, I'll give him the sack.” 


(Exit boy, with an unpleasant conviction that his education is 
not quite so complete as he imagined.) 


But are you 
or imprison- 
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Though no one 
He might have hs 
But there’s a slip 
’*Twixt cup and lip 
That leaves one high and dry ! 
Still as a Whip he may succeed, 
We'll therefore cry ‘* Hurrah !"’ 
For him no casuist shall plead, 
There is no need, 
For he’s indeed 
The Picture of his Pa, 


The Picture of his Pa! 


In order he his dogs will keep, 
Or, so his parties say— 
They'll be as docile—say—as sheep : 
And they will leap 
O’er schisms deep 
Their new Whip to obey ! 
In fact he'll be a great success : 
And so we'll cry “ Hurrah !" 
For everyone must now confess 
That more or less 
He is, oh yes, 
The Picture of his Pa, 


The New Whip. 
“HE’S THE PICTURE OF HIS PA!” 
A New (Piace) Huntine Sona. 
Tuy say he'll make a splendid Whip— 
uite knows why— 
the Leadership, 








Though some may flout his eloquence, The wildest Faddist of them all 
For them we need not care! Will falter at his nod— 

His earnestness is quite intense, Before him Veto * Bill” will fall, 
His common sense And at his call 
Is-——well—immense, | Will look quite small 

So by him we will swear. | And rush to kiss the rod. 

He shines with a reflected light, The Welsh and Irish he will quell, 
And so we'll shout “* Hurrah!” And so we’ll cry “ Hurrah !”’ 
Where’er he’s placed he'll sit there tight, The wild Kilkenny cat he’ll bell; 
With main and might, He’ll ring the knell 

For he is quite Of discords fell— 
The Picture of his Pa! That Picture of his Pa, 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 
The Picture of his Pa! | That Picture of his Pa! 


The little dogs have had their day, 
That much is pretty plain— 
Though blithesome, aye, and passing gay, 
He'll have his way, 
And when they stray 
He'll whip them back again! 


Great talent he can hardly claim— 
No mighty genius he ! 
The Thames he will not set aflame— 
But, all the same, 
He bears a name 


No more they'll play for their own hands! That suits him to a T. — ; 
We therefore cry “ Hurrah!” He'll never make Midlothian ring 
He'll teach thém how to plough the With Scotland’s wild hurrah ! 
sands— A smaller song ’tis his to sing— 
He understands, Some little thing, 
The Celtic lands, On—say—the Spring— 
That Picture of his Pa: He can’t sing like his Pa, 
Hurrah ! 


Hurrah ! 
) He can’t sing like his Pa! 
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HE GOT HIS DINNER. 


the luck to pick up?” 








Cadging Charlie.—‘‘I 'umbly begs yer parding, young lady, but could yer spare a 
pore workin’ man a little salt to eat with this 'ere nice piece of dawg biscuit I’ve just ’ad 































Sullivan’s Latest Antagonist. 


[The pugilist Sullivan has been con- 
verted to Christianity by the well-known 
evangelist, Mr. Moody. — Westminster 
Gazette. ] 


Tue Evangelist said to the Pugilist: 
‘‘T admire your herculean might, 
But I fain would endeavour 
To make you more clever 
At fighting a really good fight!” 





The Pugilist gave the Evangelist 
The lightest of laughing rebukes: 
‘“‘ Nay, there’s nothing worth learn- 
I don’t know concerning [ing 
The science of using the dukes! ”’ 


The Evangelist answered the Pugilist : 
“You are wrong! I will train you to 
With a foe that is many [war 
Times stronger than any 
You've ever encountered before! ”’ 


The Pugilist asked the Evangelist 
To name that belligerent strong : 
‘‘On my mettle you place me, 
And, if he will face me, 
I’ll go for him, hey-derry-dong! ”’ 


The Evangelist said to the Pugilist : 
‘‘ He is quite superhuman in might. 
He’s a fierce ’un—a mad ’un ; 
His name is ABADDON— 
But, alas! he’s a good ’un to fight ! 


9 


The Pugilist cheered the Evangelist 
By remarking: ‘“ What, Satan ? 
Odzounds, 
To my promise I’ll stick, sir: 
And e’en with Old Nick, sir, 
I’m open to try a few rounds!”’ 
The Evangelist tutored the Pugilist 
In tactics of parry and drive ; 
And John L. (with the skill grim 
Of Bunyan’s bold Pilgrim) 
Did well and successfully strive 


| The Pugilist thanks the Evangelist 
For a life made more noble and bright: 
For no war-like employment 
Yields ampler enjoyment 
Than fighting the Christian’s good 
fight! | 














Utterly off their Onion! 
[Some parishioners at a Vestry meeting in London recently 

protested that the sermons in the parish church were not long 

enough.—Lvening News. } 


We know not where the parish lies: 

But, heretofore, beneath the skies, 

Parochial bounds did ne'er comprise 
Such truly odd parishioners. 

To mournful song their madness goads 

Our soul prophetic—which forbodes 

That soon they'll of all wonted modes 
Of thought be demolitioners ! 


When pubs. are closed they'll swear life’s joys 
They lack if ** rowdy-dowdy boys ”’ 
Don't fill the streets with fiendish noise 

For three long hours there-following. 
They'll boycott cabs which do not “ bilk "— 
They'll want their slaveys clad in silk— 
And dyeless wine and chalkless milk 

They'll scorn as not worth swallowing ! 


Their undertaker’s men they'll ask 
(While bent on their funereal task) 
To drain a full nine-gallon cask, 
And sing gay songs of levity: 
Nay, every wild eccentric trick 
(Which Bedlam’s barmiest whims can lick) 
May well be played by . folk who kick 








Italy and England. 


[** The Italian Press is full of the most sympathetic references to 
the British Channei Squadron, which arrived in the Gulf of Aranci 
to-day.’’—Vide Press. } 


ITay’s always been our friend 
(E’er true of heart we find her), 
Save to our shores when she did send 
The swarthy organ-grinder ! 





The New Radical Whip. 
THE new ‘“‘ Whip,” however much he strive, 
Won't find himself ‘‘in clover,”’ 
The shaky coach he has to drive 
Is like to topple over ! 
It’s wheels are loose, it runs zigzag 
In a fainthearted manner; 


With nasty jolts it tries to drag 
The man who waves the banner ! 








Billingsgate Language. 
An old widow is a frequenter of Billingsgate Market, and 
people were much puzzled to know why she was so assiduous in 


her attendance there until she explained : 


I go to ’ear the langwidg: td lind f ] lear 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Ir Sir Henry Irving ever had any doubt as to his popularity, his 
ré-appearance as Robespierre, on the 15th inst., at the Lyceum, 
the forum of his histrionic achievements, must have driven the 
doubt away and forever. Shouts, cheers, and stupendous applause 
from all parts of the house welcomed his return, and indicated to 
the fullest extent the sympathy with him in his recent illness, 
together with the heartfelt joy at his complete restoration. The 
eight scenes into which Victorien Sardou has divided his five-act 
drama are skilfully-devised stage pictures, each complete in itself. 
The first scene is a Nook in the Forest of Montmorency. 
A very delightful scene it is, with its meandering stream and 
prolific growth of bulrushes; banks covered with wild flowers 
and vegetation of summer time. Here we find Clarisse de Malucon 
(Ellen Terry), the widow of an aristocrat, and she is living with her 
niece Marie and son Olivier, the offspring of her youthful 
mésalliance with Robespierre, and who believes he is the son of De 
Malu¢on, in a cottage hardby. Clarisse has never seen Robespierre 
since that time. He comes that way for purposes of business, and 
also of pleasure, in the shape of picnicing with the Duplay family, 
who come in a one-horse shay, or car. Has this any reference to 
Comyn’s Car? Olivier is rancourously hostile to Robespierre. 
Clarisse is horrified, and strivesto pacify him. By accident Robes- 
pierre orders the arrest of Clarisse and Marie, and they are hurried 
off to the Prison of Port Libre. This latter is a gruesome scene, 
and most affecting. The prison is full of the nobility of France. 
A daily roll callis held, which is the preliminary to the guillotine. 
Entire families are immolated ; a mother is suddenly torn from her 
young child, a young wife avows Royalist tendencies to avoid separa- 
tion from her husband, who is summoned to die. The Place de la 
Révolution, where the Féte of the Supreme Being is celebrated, is 
a grand piece of stagecraft. In the midst of the ceremony Olivier 
denounces Robespierre as atyrant wading through blood The popu- 
lace handle Olivier very roughly, and, of course, he is arrested. 
The sitting-room in Duplay’s house is devoted to peaceful and 
domestic proceedings, mingled with the strains of music, to 
which Robespierre listens most engagingly. He has Olivier 
brought to him here, and endeavours to get from him his 
history. But the youth will not divulge his identity, and spurns 
Robespierre’s friendly advances as a trick to involve his mother and 
Marie. Unwittingly, Olivier gives Robespierre a clue, and the 
latter is overcome with grief at finding his own son before him. He 
orders him off to prison as the best means of saving him from 
execution. Then he releases Clarisse and Marie, and obtains their 
safe conduct to a private lodging, from which can be seen the tum- 
brils and the guillotine. In this room Robespierre and Clarisse 
meet. She is in grief at the absence of Olivier, and the two watch 
the approach of the tumbrils amidst great excitement, expecting to 
see their son amongst them. Then Robespierre, in the dead of 
night, goes to the prison of the Conciergerie to find Olivier, and, 
whilst waiting there, the spirits of his victims glide about him. 
Creeping and uncanny is this scene, and the house seemed glad 
at its conclusion. Robespierre’s enemies have got hold of Olivier 
and release him. They suggest assassination, and Olivier falls in 
with the scheme. The final scene is the Hall of the National Con- 
vention. Robespierre is denounced, and his arrest is voted. He 
shoots himself, and dies upon the floor of the hall in the presence 
of Clarisse and Olivier, who was seeking an opportunity to kill him. 
Throughout the acting of Sir Henry Irving is full of force, and the 
demeanour of Ellen Terry is womanly and amiableness itself. 
Olivier is played by Mr. Kyrle Bellew in faultless style. The 
little that Marie has to do is gracefully rendered by Miss 
Winifred Fraser. There is a large caste engaged and dis- 
tinctions might be considered unjust, but Miss Maud 
Milton's acting was passionately heartrending in the passing 
incident of bidding adieu to her child for ever, in the prison scene. 
Mr. Louis Calvert as Billaud, Mr. Laurence Irving as Tallien, Mr. 
Cooper Cliffe as Vaughan, Mr. C. Dodsworth as Fouché,and Mr. 
S. Johnson as Simon Duplay are respectively deserving of mention. 
A very brilliant house witnessed the premiére, and its reception was 
most enthusiastic. Sir Henry, in response to calls, came forward 
and spoke a few words of thanks, which rang with sincerity and 
genuine appreciation. Robespierre is undoubtedly the grandest 
histrionic feat that Sir Henry has ever accomplished, and the praise 
of it will be unceasing. 


The Greek Slave is still playing to crowded houses at Daly’s, and 
promises to be as successful as The Geisha. The singing of Miss 
Marie Tempest and Messrs. Hayden Coffin and Scott Russell is @ 
musical treat. Mr. Huntley Wright as MHeliodorus is more 
deliriously funny than ever. Miss Letty Lind acts, sings, and 
dances with all the dainty charm which we all have grown to 
associate with her name, while Mr. Rutland Barrington’s desire 


to be “ nonular” is more than fu ed Miss ‘Topsy Sinden's pas 


—_——— 


seul in the second act is rapturously encored. With its superb 
ictures and its beautiful music, the Greek Slave should hold the 
ards for some months to come. 


The great glove fight, which took place at the Lenox Club, New 
York, January, 1899, between Tom Sharkey, an Irishman, and 
Kid McCoy, an American, for twenty thousand dollars, is being 
shown at the Royal Aquarium by the identical cineograph, so 
successfully exhibited throughout America, and at the National 
Sporting Club on Monday, the 10th inst. 


The “ Review of Reviews” for April has as its leading features 
a character sketch of “ Rudyard Kipling as the banjo-bard of the 
Empire”; a description of the recent series of conferences on the 
subject of old-age pensions; a full report of the deputation to Mr. 
Balfour, which brought the first phase of the Peace Crusade to an 
appropriate close ; anda review of Messrs. Rowntree and Sherwell’s 
great book on the temperance problem and social reform. The 
number is very rich in portraits and caricatures. 
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Triumph of Hymen over Humoturists. 
HE CRUSHES HIS CYNICAL SPOUSELESS OPPONENTS. 


[The Registrar-General’s latest ‘‘ annual marriage report "’ gives 
ample proof that matrimony may be reckoned—in the pertinent 
phraseology of the Westminster Gazette—‘‘ more popular than 
ever,’”] 


Yr scurrile scribes, whose choicest jibes 
Are penned in baccalaureate diggings 
Whose scurvy jokes on married folks 
Give wedlock wanton wiggings— 
How say ye now? Ye’ll sure allow 
That all your taunts are heeded never, 
Since figures show that nuptials grows 
More popular than ever ! 


My torch’s light has, night by night, 
Revealed your writings to my vision— 
While beer and pipe your pens made ripe 
For venting harsh derision 
On wife and “hub”! But—here’s the rub— 
What price your lucubrations clever, 
Since figures show that nuptials grow 
More popular than ever ? 


Ye bachelor scribes, renounce your jibes, 
And bend ye to my brother Cupid! 
And wedlock’s peace will soon surcease 
Your sneers . . for, while your stupid 
Dull brains decry the sacred tie 
Of marriage, vain is your endeavour! 
Statistics show that nuptials grow 
More popular than ever! 
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The Female Chiropodist. 


SHE is as handsome as can be, 
Her charms I really cannot tell, 
A fair manicurist is she, 
A famed chiropodist as well. 


And, daily at her place of ‘ biz,” 
To all her clients she attends ; 
So we may safely say she is 
“A divinity that shapes our ends.” 








Why Girls Wear Bloomers. 


I usEp to wonder why the girls, 
The horrid bloomers wear ; 

The sight of them on pretty forms 
Has often made me swear. 


But here’s the explanation why 
They don the “ fit-me-soons ”’ ; 
They wont confess they’re old enough 
To wear long ‘‘ pantaloons.”’ 
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Naturally. 
Bagg.—* That negro looks pretty savage.” 
Wagq.—"' Yes, he does look black.” 
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Muriel.—* Cissie’s got a flat to suit her at last.’ 


The Major (absently). 
I can say.” 
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‘Then he must be a most accommodating young man, that’s all 
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“On Tlings in General.” 
By Mar. “ Fun’s”* WaSHERWOMAN.'*. 


THE only satisfaction to be derived 
from the Samoan affair is the heroic 
manner in which the English an’ 
Americans stood shoulder-to-shoulder ; 
an’, you can bet, wen it comes to a big 
European war—as I’m afraid it will 
sooner or later, notwithstandin’ the 
Czar’s master-peace—that is ’ow we shall 
stand, as we ought to, for ain’t we one 
big family? I calc’late we really can ‘lick 
creation’? now we’re united like the 
Siamese Twins was, so to say. 

Sir M. Hicks-Beach deserves praise for 
‘is Budget, which I ’xpect ’as been 
sittin’ on ’is chest and giving ’im night- 
mare for many a long day, or rather, 
night. The chuckin’ about of millions 
must bea orful rersponsibility. I finds 
it ’ard enough to make up my washin’ 
accounts, an’ ’arder still to get ’em paid. 
Hicks-Beach ’as proved himself a tidey 
financier. Sea? SButI s’pose you’re 
surf-eited with my poor puns. Still, 
long may ’e wave! 

The Kowloon rebels—which I looks 
upon as loons or loonies—found their- 
selves on the ‘‘ horns of a dilemma,”’ so 
to say. Anyway, they was Kow-ed, 
‘*T’ll be bound,” as the man who is tied 
up with a rope remarked. John Bull 
is now master in Kow-loon. 

’Ere’s an Italian Countess ’as turned 
flower-girl because of ’er retchid married 
life. It seems a blvomin’ shame. I 
I dessay she was “the flower of the 
family,’ an’ now all ’er joys is appar- 
ently ‘“‘nipped in the bud,”’ but to turn 
flower-girl looks rather like ‘‘ goin’ to 
pot,” though it may be jist a “ plant”’ 
to make ’er ’usband treat ’er better. 
Torkin’ about flowers, I see that some 
one in Brussels ’as refused £4,000 for 
three orchids ; it would be rather orchid 
for the owner if they was to die. 

I can’t understand a man like Mr. 
John Morley—who is littery like myself 
—opposin’ the grant of £30,000 to Lord 
Kitchener. Tork about a ‘Little Eng- 


lander,” why, in my opinyun, ’e ain’t 
worthy the name of “ Englander”’ at 
all; I calls ima “ Little Furriner,’”’ an’ 


not much at that. 

It appears that we ain’t sendin’ so 
much spirits into West Africa as we 
used to, which is good news (it’s a terri- 
bel fight between rum an’ the Bible), 
though I don’t s‘pose the blackies will 
like it; ’owever, they’ll ’ave to ‘‘ bottle 
up their wrath.” 
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CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


AN DERS ON’ Ss 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BV L DESORNRIP TION. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 


i 
Apri 25, 1899. | 




























































